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to the old life and hold out,    Edward Albert was not the only
male upon the earth.    Indeed no.
At the back of her mind she realised that it was she who
had brought this unhappiness upon him, quite as much as
upon herself. She hated him not only for his own sake but
because it was her supreme blunder. It was hard to sustain
her personal pride in the night against the gnawing realisa-
tion that she had snatched, that she had been a scheming fool.
It was difficult to shift all that to his account. She would
feel better about him if she could get square with him and
then forget about him — forget about him altogether. But
how was that to be done now ? She had resisted any natural
weakening towards the child, but it made a poor story for her
if she did not do her duty by it. She had to feel there would
be someone to care for it, and so she turned her thoughts and
hopes towards Mrs Butter.
Matters were brought to a sudden crisis by an outbreak
on the part of Edward Albert. In the dead of night the whole
household was awakened by his beating and kicking at his
wife's locked door. " Let me in, you bitch,'5 he was shouting.
Mrs Butter appeared in a red flannel dressing-gown. " Go
back to your bed, Mr Tewler. You're waking the child."
" Get out," said Mr. Tewler ; " I want my rights."
" That's as may be," said Mrs Butter. " But this isn't the
time to demand them. One o'clock in the morning ! And
you're waking the child."
She overwhelmed him by her invincible sanity.
" Well, hasn't a man rights ? " he demanded.
cc At a proper time," said Mrs Butter, and stood
expectant.
" Oh, what the Hell is a man 10 do ? " he cried. " What
the Hell is a man to do ? "
He was sobbing.
" You go back to bed," said Mrs Butter, almost kindly.
In the morning nothing was said at breakfast and Mr
Tewler went out slamming the door behind him. Evangeline
was busy for a time la her own room and then came into thi.

